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with benign salutations and veiled apologies for your intrusion. These delivered, you will hear in reply many amiable compliments, with perhaps an apt quotation from a Persian poet about wealth being a humble handmaid ever dogging your auspicious footsteps. When you arrive at this stage, there is an opening for gently broaching your matter of business, a sort of suggestion that though both parties are personally above the claims of filthy lucre, the "handmaid dogging your auspicious footsteps" requires a little concession. But even so you must approach the matter delicately, and not show yourself too eager to obey the behest of your business instinct. Time may be convertible into money in a new sense: the less time you spend at the shop, the more you pay for it. To drive an equal bargain, take up casually a piece of chikan embroidery, lying in a corner of the shop as if by accident. It may be the finest sample of its kind you have seen, but you don't say so. You lament the decline in the art of chikan embroidery: of course you add politely, your remarks do not apply to your interlocutor's stock. This opens the campaign. He agrees with your opinion in general, but points out how his wares are the finest in the market, having been made by the only artisan of the old school living. You assent with ostentatious civility; but do not omit to give the knowing smile which says that you have heard the story before. The onus of naming the